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band back in the states; that it dated to their school
or university days. But no one showed any curiosity
about it. So perfect did their union seem that we ac-
cepted it as quite formal. Kawaki was as genial as his
wife. He made every visitor as welcome as if the man
were his brother.
A day or two before I left Moscow Mrs. Kawaki
said to me:
"I am going home at the end of three months."
"For a long visit?" I inquired.
"Forever," she said. "Kawaki and I are separating."
And then she told me her story:
She and Kawaki had met at a middle western uni-
versity where both were students. His professors fore-
saw a great future for Kawaki as a scientist. Though
still an undergraduate he had come to be almost a part
of the department in which both he and she were
majoring. The professors invited him to their homes
and treated him as an equal.
She went for a walk with him once and this was
brought to the attention of her mother, an old Cali-
fornia patrician, who summarily forbade her to have
anything more to do "with that Jap." Well, she did
not have anything more to do with him. Nevertheless
for the next two years the man monopolized her
thoughts. At the end of that time he went to Germany
to continue his studies and they exchanged letters
while he was there. Then the Soviet government of-
fered him a laboratory and a staff of assistants to come